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along the hills. Venice dropped lower and lower, breasting the waters, until it was a thin line in air. The line was broken, and ran in dots, with here and there a pillar standing on opal sky. At last the topmost campanile sank.
Eenee looked up at the sails, and back for the submerged city.
" It is gone!" she said, as though a marvel had been worked; and swiftly: " we have one night! "
She breathed it half like a question, like a petition, catching her breath. The adieu to Venice was her assurance of liberty, but Venice hidden rolled on her the sense of the return and plucked shrewdly at her tether of bondage.
They set their eyes toward the dark gulf ahead. The night was growing starry. The softly ruffled Adriatic tossed no foam.
" One night ? " said N~evil; " one ?   Why only one ? "
Eenee shuddered.    " Oh! do not speak."
"Then, give ine your hand."
" There, my friend."
He pressed a hand that was like a quivering chord. She gave it as though it had been his own to claim. But that it meant no more than a hand he knew by the very frankness of her compliance, in the manner natural to herj and this was the charm, it filled tim with her peculiar image and spirit, and while he held it he was subdued.
Lying on the deck at midnight, wrapt in his cloak and a coil of rope for a pillow, considerably apart from jesting Eoland, the recollection of that little sanguine spot of time when Eenee's life-blood ran with his, began to heave under him like a swelling sea. For Nevil the starred black night was Eene'e. Half his heart was in it: but the combative division flew to the morning and the deadly iniquity of the marriage, from which he resolved to save her j in pure de-vptedness, he believed. And so he closed his eyes. She, a girl, with a heart fluttering open and fearing, felt only that she had lost herself somewhere, and she had neither sleep nor symbols, nothing but a sense of infinite strangeness, as though she were borne superhunianly through space.